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HILST You, My LORD, adorn that ſtately Seat, 
Where ſhining Beauty makes her ſoft Retreat, 
Enjoying all thoſe Graces, uncontroll'd, 
Which nobleſt Youths would die but to behold ; 
Whilſt You inhabit Lowtrher's awful Pile, 
A Structure worthy of the Founder's Toil : 
Amaz'd we ſee the former LONS DALE ſhine 
In each Deſcendent of his Noble Line, 
But moſt tranſported and {urpriz'd, we view 
His ancient Glories all reviv'd in You, 
Where Charms, and Virtues join their equal Grace, 
Your Father's Godlike Soul, Your Mother's lovely Face: 
Me Fortune, and kind Heav'ns Indulgent Care 
To Famous OXFORD, and the Muſes bear, 
Where, of all Ranks, the blooming Youths combine 
To pay due Homage to the mighty Nine, 
And ſnatch, with ſmiling Joy, the Laurel Crown, 
Due to the Learned Honours of the Gown. 
Here I, the meaneſt of the tuneful Throng, 
Delude the Time with an unhallow'd Song, 
Which thus my Thanks to much-lov'd Oxford pays, | 
In no ungrateful, though unartful Lays. 
Where ſhall I firſt the beauteous Scene diſcloſe, 
And all the gay Variety expoſe ? | 
For whereſoc'er I turn my wond'ring Eyes, 
Aſpiring Tow'rs, and verdant Groves ariſe, 
Immortal Greens the ſmiling Plains array, 
And mazy Rivers murmur all the way. : 
O, might Your Eyes behold each ſparkling Dome, 
And fredy o'er the beauteous Proſpect rom, 
Leſs raviſh'd your own Lowrher you'd ſurvey, 
Though Pomp and Stare. the coſtly Seat diſplay, 2 bo 
Where Art fo nicely has adorn d the Place. 
That Nature's Aid might ſcem an uſcleſs Grabe wall le a0 
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Yet Nature's Smiles ſuch various Charms impart, | 
That vain and needleſs are the Strokes of Art. 
In equal State our riſing Structures ſhine, 0 
Fram'd by ſuch Rules, and form'd by ſuch Deſign, 
Thar here, at once ſurpriz d and pleas d, we view 
Old Athens loſt and conquer d in the New, | 
More ſweet our Shades, more fit our bright Abodes 
For warbling Muſes, and inſpiring Gods. 

Great Yanbrook's {elf might own each artful Draught 
Equal ro Models in his Curious Thought, 
Nor ſcorn a Fabrick by our Plans to frame, 
Or in Immortal Labours Sing their Fame; 
Both Ways he faves 'em from deſtroying Fate, 
If he but Praiſe them, or but lmitat. — 

See, where the Sacred * Sheldon's haughty Dome 
Rivals the ſtately Pomp of ancient Rome, 
Whoſe Form, fo great and noble, ſeems deſign'd 


T' expreſs the Grandeur of its Founder's Mind. 


Here, in one lofty Building, we behold 

Whate'er the Latian Pride could boaſt of old. 

True, no dire Combates feed the Savage Eye, 

And ſtrow the Sand with ſportive Cruelty ; 

But more adorn'd with what the Mute inſpires, 

It far outſhines their Bloody Theatres 

Delightful Scene! when here, in equal Verſe, | 

The youthful Bards their Godlike QUEEN rehearſe, 

To Churchill's Wreaths Apollo's Laurel join, 

And ſing the Plains of Hockſfter, and Fudoign. 
Next let the Muſe record our f Bodley's Seat, 

And aim at Numbers, like the Subject, Great: 

All hail thou Fabrick, Sacred to the Nine, 

Thy Fame immortal, and thy Form divine! 

Who to thy Praiſe attempts the dang'rous Flight, 

Should in thy various Tongues be taught to write, 

His Verſe, like thee, a lofty Dreſs ſhould wear, 

And breathe the Genius whicu inhabits there; 

Thy Proper Lays alone can make thee Live, 

And pay that Fame, which firſt thy ſelf didſt give. 

So Fountains which through ſecret Channels flow, 

And pour Above the Flouds they take Below, 


| Back to their Father Ocean urge their Way, „ 


And to the Sea, the Streams, it gave, Repay. 
No more we fear the Military Rage, 

Nurſt up in ſome obſcure Barbarian Age, 

Nor dread the Ruin of our Arts divine, 

From Thick ſculld Heroes of the Gothique Line, 

Tho' Pale the Romans ſaw thoſe Arms advance, 

And wept their Learning loſt in Ignorance, = 

Let Brutal Rage around its Terrors ſpread, © 

The Living murder, and conſume the Dead, 


- ® Tho Theatre, + The Bodleian Library, 
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In impious Fires let Nobleſt Writings burn, 
And vith their Authors ſnare a Common Urn; 
Only, ye Fates, our lov'd Bodleian ſpare, 
Be IT, and Learning's ſelf ſhall be your Care, 
Here ev'ry Art and ev'ry Grace ſhall join, 
Collected Phœbus here alone ſhall ſhine, | 
Each other Seat be Dark, and this be all Divine. 
Thus when the Greeks Imperial Troy defac'd, 

And to the Ground its fatal Walls debas'd, 
In vain they burn the Work of Hands Divine, 
And vow Deſtruction to the Dardan Line, 
Whilſt good Areas flies th unequal Wars, 
And, with his Guardian Gods, Iulus bears, 
Old Troy for ever ſtands in him Alone, 
And All the Phrygian Kings ſurvive in One. 
Here ſtill preſides each Sage's rev'rend Shade, 
In ſoft Repoſe and eaſie Grandeur laid, 
Their deathleſs Works forbid their Fame to die, 
Nor Time it ſelf their Perſons ſhall deſtroy, 
Preſerv'd within the Living * Gallery. 
What greater Gift could bounteous Heay'n beſtow, 
Than to be ſeen Above, and read Below 2 - 
With deep Reſpect I bend my duteous Head, 
To ſee the faithful Likeneſs of the Dead; 
Put O! what Muſe can equal Warmth impart ? 
The Painter's Skill tranſcends the Poet's Art. 
When round the Pictur'd Founders 1 deſcry, 
With Goodneſs ſoft, and great with Majeſty. 
So much of Life the artful Colours give, 
Scarce more within' their Colleges they live, 
My Blood begins in wilder Rounds to roul, 
And pleaſing Tumults combat in my Soul; 
An humble Awe my down-calt Eyes betray, 
And only leſs than Adoration pay. 
Such were the Roman Fathers, when o'ercome 
They faw the Gauls inſult o'er conquer d Rome, 
Each Captive ſeem'd the haughty Victor's Lord, 
And proſtrate Chiefs their awful Slaves ador'd. 

Such Art as this adorns your Lowther's Hall, 
Where feaſting Gods Carouſe upon the Wall, 
The Nectar, which Creating Paint ſupplies, 
Intoxicates each pleas d Spectator's Eyes, 
Who view, amaz'd, the Figures heav'nly Fair, 
And think they breath the true Elyfian Air, 
With Strokes ſo bold, Great Varrios Hand has drawn 
The Gods in Dwellings, brighter than their own. 

Fir'd with a Thouſand Raptures, I behold 
What lively Features grac'd each Bard of old, | 
Such Lips, I think, io guide his charnung Tongue, 
In ſuch an Air, as this, the Poet ſung, = 
. Pillure Gallery, | B 
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Such Eyes, as theſe, glow d with the facred Fire, 
And Hands, like theſe, employ'd the Vocal Lyre: 

Quite raviſh'd, I purſue each Image o'er, 
And ſcarce admire their deathleſs Labours mote, 
See where the gloomy Scaliger appears, 

Each Shade is Critick, and each Feature ſneers; 
The artful Ben ſo ſmartly ſtrikes the Eye, 

I more than ſee a fancy'd Comedy, 

The muddy Scotus crowns the Motly Shew, 

And Metaphyſicks cloud his wrinkled Brow. 

But diſtant Awe invades my beating Breaſt, 
To ſee Great Ormond in the Paint expreſt; 
With Fear I view the Figure from afar, 
Which burns with noble Ardour for the War, 

But near Approaches free my doubting Mind, 

| To view ſuch Sveetneſs with ſuch Grandeur join d. 

| Here ſtudious Heads the graver Tablet ſhews, 

And there with Martial Warmth the Picture glows; 
The blooming Youth here boaſts a brighter He, 
And Painted Virgins far out-ſhine the True. 

Hail Colours, which with Nature bear a Strife, 

And only want a Voice to perfe& Life! 

The wond'ring Stranger makes a ſudden Stand, . 

And pays low Homage to the lovely Band, 
Within each Frame a Real Fair believes, 

And vainly thinks the Mimick Canvaſs lives, 
Till undeceiv'd he quits th enchanting Shew, 
Pleas'd with the Art, though he laments it too. 
So when his Juno bold Ixion woo'd, 

And aim'd at Pleaſures, worthy of a God, 

A beauteous Cloud was form'd by angry Tove, 
Fit to invite, though not indulge his Love; 

The Mortal thought he ſaw his Goddels ſhine, + 
And all the lying Graces look d Divine 
But when, with Heat, he claſp'd her fancy'd Charms, 
The empty Vapour baulk'd his eager Arms. 

Loath to depart, I leave th' inviting Scene, 

Yer ſcarce forbear to view it Oer again, 

Bur ſtill new Objects give a new Delight, 

And various Proſpects bleſs the wand'ring Sight. 

Aloft in State the airy Tow'rs ariſe, 
And with new Luſtre deck the wond'ring Skies; 
Lo! to what height the Schools aſcending reach, 

Built with that Art, which they alone can teach, 
The lofty Dome expands her ſpacious Cate, 
Where all the decent Graces jointly wait, 

In ev'ry Shape the God of Art reſorts, 

And Crowds of Sages fill th extended Courts. 

With Wonders fraught the bright Muſeum ſee, 

It {elf the greateſt Curioſity 11, 4, | 


(9 

Where Nature's choiceſt Treaſure, all combin' d; 

Delight, at once, and quite confound the Mind, 

Ten Thouſand Splendors ſtrike the dazled Eye; 

And form, on Earth, another Galaxy. 

Nere Colleges in ſweet Confuſion, riſe, 
There Temples ſeem to reach their Native Skies, 

Spires, Towers, and Groves compoſe the various Shew; 

And mingled Proſpects charm the doubting View, 

Who can deny their Characters Divine, 

Without Reſplendent, and inſpird within 2 

But ſince above my weak and artleſs Lays, 

Let their own Poets {ing their equal Praiſe. 

One Labour more my grateful Verſe renews, 

And rears aloft the Low-deſcending Muſe ; 

*The Building, Parent of my young Eſſays, 

Asks, in Return, a Tributary Praiſe. 

Pillars ſublime bear up the Learned Weight, 

And Antique Sages tread the pompous Height, 

Whilſt Guardian Mules ſhade the happy Piles, 

And all around diffuſe propitious Smiles. 

Here Lancaſter, adorn'd with cv'ry Grace, 

Stands Chief in Merit, as the Chief in Place : 

To his lov'd Name our earlieſt Lays belong, 

The Theme at once, and Patron of our Song. 

Long may he o'er his much-lov'd Queens preſide, 

Our Arts encourage, and our Counſels guide, 

Till After-Ages, fill'd with glad Surprize, 

Bchold his Image, all Majeſtick rife, | 

Where now, in Pomp, a venerable Band, 

Princes, and Queens, and Holy Fathers ſtand. 

Good Fglisfeld claims Homage from the Eye, 

And the hard Stone ſeems ſoft with Piery; 

The mighty Monarchs ſtill the ſame appear, 

And ev'ry Marble Frown provokes the War, 

Whilſt rugged Rocks, mark d with Philippa's Face, 

Soften to Charms, and glow with Nev. born Grace. 

A Sight leſs Noble did the Warriors yield, | 

Transform'd to Statues by the Gargon Shield, 

Diſtorting Fear the Coward's Form confeſt, 

And Fury ſeem'd to heave the Hero's Breaſt, 

The lifeleſs Rocks each various Thought betray d, 

And all the Soul was in the Stone diſplay d. 


Too high, my Verſe, has been thy daring Flicht, 175 


Thy ſofter Numbers now the Groves invite, 
Where ſilent Shades provoke the ſpeaking Lyre, 
And chearful Objects happy Songs inſpire, 
At once beſtow Rewards, and Thoughts infuſe, 
Compoſe a Garland, and ſupply. a Muſe. 
Behold around, and ſee, the living Green 
In native Colours paints a blooming Scene, 
Auen College Library. 


Th' eter- 


S : 
. _ » * * 
— . n * 
nne > ** 5 of — - 2 c 0 _— . — 5 pos — 
1 « " 5 * * 
i 8 - n P N fl 2 TE" 23 i 2-4 oy" 7 TR _w— 
— I g , — _ * + « W oh 0 8 A 5)", Ya 1 ay 2 „ "I 15 7 * F p 
E 8 in — 8 . = L WY" 4 pe . » 3: 
; 3 w 
— A 
* 
— 


* a ee - 4 pH 2. 
—— — a za” 


© 
* — i 


| * 
N _ 
44 


: (6] 
Th eternal Buds no deadly Winter fear, 
But ſcorn the coldeſt Seaſon of the Year ; 
Apollo ſure will bleſs the happy Place, 
Which his own Daphne condeſcends to grace, 
For here the everlaſting Laurels grow 
In ev'ry Grotto, and on ev'ry Brow. 
Proſpects ſo gay demand a Congreve's Strains, 
To call the Gods and Nymphs upon the Plains; 
Pan yields his Empire o'er the Sylvan Throng, 
Pleas'd ro ſubmit to his Superior Song; lc 
Great Denham's Genius looks, with Rapture, down, 


And Spencer's Shade reſigns the Rural Crown. 


Fill d with great Thoughts, a Thouſand Sages rove 
Through ev'ry Field, and ſolitary Grove, 
Whoſe Souls, aſcending an exalted Height, 

Out: ſoar the drooping Muſe's vulgar Flight, 

That longs to ſee her Darling Vot ries laid 

Beneath the Covert of ſome gentle Shade, 

Where purling Streams, and warbling Birds conſpire 
To aid th' Enchantments of the trembling Lyre. 
Bear me ſome God to Chrift-Church's Royal Seat, 
And Jay me ſoftly in the green Retreat, 

Where Aldrich holds o'er Wit the Sov'raign Pow'r, + 
And Crowns the Poets, which he taught before. 

To Aldrich, Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 

The nobleſt Trophy of the conquer'd Iſle, 

Who adds new Warmth to our Poetick Fire, 

And gives to England the Hibernian Lyre. 

Philips by Phebus, and his Aldrich taught, 

Sings with that Heat, wherewith his Churchill fought, 
Unfetter'd, in Great M53lron's Strain he writes, 
Like Milton's Angels, whilſt his Heroe fights, . 

Purſues the Bard, - whilſt he with Honour can, 

Equals the Poet, and excels the Man. | 

O'er all the Plains, the Streams, and Woods around, 
The pleaſing Lays of ſweeteſt Bards reſound, 
A faithful Echo ev'ry Note returns, 

And liſt ning River-Gods neglect their Urns. 
When Codrington, and Steele their Verle unrein, 
And form an eaſie, unaffected Strain, 
A double Wreath of Laurel binds their Brow, 
As they are Poets, and are Warriors too. 


Trapp's lofty Scenes in gentle Numbers flow, 


Like Dryden, Great, as ſoft as moving Rowe. 

When youthful Hariſon, with tuneful Skill, 

Makes Woodflock Park ſcarce yield to Cooper's Hill, 

Old Chaucer, from th' Elyfian Fields, looks down, 

And ſees, at length, a Genius, like his wm; ' 
Charm'd with his Lays, which reach the Shades below, 
Fair Roſamonds intermits her Woe, —  ' 71 00 
Forget 


„ 

Forgets the Anguiſh of an injur d Soul, 
The fatal Poniard, and invenom'd Bowl. 
Apollo ſmiles on Magdalen s peaceful Bowers, 


Perfumes the Air, and paints the Grot with Flowers, 


Where Talden learn d to gain the Myrtle Crown, 
And ev'ry Muſe was fond of Addiſon. 5 
Applauded Man! for weightier Truſts deſign d, 
For once diſdain not to unbend thy Mind, 

Thy Mother Ifis and her Groves rehearſe, 

A Subject, not unworthy of thy Verſe, 

So Latian Fields will ceaſe to boaſt thy Praiſe, 

And yield to Oxford, painted in thy Lays : 

And when the Age to come, from Envy free, 
What thou to Virgil giv'ſt, ſhall give to thee, 

Iſis, Immortal by the Poet's Skill, mY” 

T © Shall, in the ſmooth Deſcription, murmur till, 
New Beauties ſhall adorn our Sylvan Scene, 

And, in thy Numbers, grow for ever Green. 
 * Danhby's fam'd Gift ſuch Verſe, as thine, requires, 
Exalted Raptures, and Celeſtial Fires; 
Apollo here ſhou' d plenteouſly impart, 

As well his Singing, as his Curing Art, 

Nature her ſelf the healing Garden loves, 

Which kindly her declining Strength improves, 
Haffles the Strokes of unrelenting Death, 

Can break his Arrows, and can blunt his Teeth. 
How ſweet the Landskip! where in Living Trees, 
Here frowns a Vegetable Hercules, 

There Fam'd Achilles learns to live again, 

And looks yet angry in the Mimick Scene, 

Here artful Birds, which blooming Arbours ſhew, 
Seem to fly higher, whilſt they upwards grow, 
From the ſame Leaves both Arms and Warriors riſe, 
And ev'ry Bough a diff rent Charm ſupplies. * 

So when our World the Great Creator made, 
And unadorn'd the ſluggiſh Chaos laid, | 
Horror, and Beauty own'd their Sire the ſame, 

And Form it ſelf from Parent Matter came, 
That lumpiſh Maſs, alone, was Source of all, 
And Bards and Themes had one Original. 

In vain the Groves demand my longer Stay, 
The gentle Is wafts the Muſe away, 
With Eaſe, the River guides her wand'ring Stream, 
And haſtes to mingle with Uxorious Thame, 
Atrempting Poets on her Banks lie down, 

And quaff inſpir d the better Helicon, 
Harmonious Strains adorn their various Themes, 
Sweet as the Banks, and flowing as the Streams. 


+ Letter from Italy by Mr. Addiſon. * The Phyſick Garden. hy 
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Bleſs'd We, whom bounteous Fortune here has thrown, 
And made the various Bleſſings all our own ! 
Nor Crowns, nor Globes, the Pageantry of State, 
Upon our humble, eaſie Slumbers wait, 2 
Nor ought, that is Ambition's lofty Theme, 
Diſturbs our Sleep, and Gilds the gaudy Dream. 
Touch'd by no Ills which vex th' unhappy Great, 
We only read the Changes in the State, 
Triumphant Marlbro's Arms, at Diſtance, hear, 
And learn, from Fame, the rough Events of War, 
With pointed Rhimes the Gal/ick Tyrant pierce, 
And make the Cannon Thunder in our Verſe. 
See, how the matchleſs Youth their Hours improve, 
And in the glorious Way to Knowledge move ! 
Eager for Fame, prevent the riſing Sun, 
And watch the Midnight Labours of the Moon. 
Not tender Years their bold Attempts reſtrain, 
Who leave dull Time, and haſten into Man, 
Pure to the Soul, and pleaſing to the Eyes, 
Like Angels, Youthful, and like Angels, Wile. 
Some learn the mighty Deeds of Ages gone, 
And, by the Lives of Heroes, form their own, 
Now view the. Granique choak'd with Heaps of Slain, 
And warring Worlds on the Pharſalian Plain, 
Now hear the Trumpets Clangour from afar, 
And all the dreadful Harmony of War, 
Now trace thoſe ſecret Tricks, that loſt a State, 
And ſearch the fine-ſpun Arts, that made it Great, 
Correct thoſe Errors, that its Ruin bred, 
And bid ſome long loſt Empire rear it's ancient Head. 
Others, to whom perſuaſive Arts belong, 
(Words in their Looks, and Muſick on their Tongue) 
Inſtructed by the Wit of Greece, and Rome, 
Learn richly to Adorn their Native Home, 
_ Whilſt liſt ning Crowds confeſs the ſweet Surprize, 
With Pleaſure in their Breaſts, and Wonder in their Eyes. 
Here Curious Minds the Latent Seeds diſcloſe, 
And Nature's darkeſt Labyrinths expoſe, 5 
Whilſt greater Souls the diſtant Worlds deſcry, 8 


Pierce to the out: ſtretch d Borders of the Sky, 
Enlarge the ſearching Mind, and broad expand the Eye. 
O You, whole rifing Years ſo great began, 
In whoſe bright Youth, I read the ſhining Man, 
O LONSDALE, know what Nobleſt Minds approve, 
The Thoughts, they cheriſh, and the Arts, they love; 
Let theſe Examples your young Boſom fire, 
And bid your Soul to boundleſs Height aſpire. . 


a 


Methinks 


e „ 

Methinks 1 ſee you in our Shades retir'd, 
Alike admiring, and by all admir'd: 
Your Eloquence now charms my raviſh'd Ear, 
Which future Senates ſhall tranſported hear, 
Now mournful Verſe inſpires a pleaſing Woe, 
And now your Checks, with Warlike Fury, glow, 
Whilſt, on the Paper, fancy'd Fields appear, 
And Proſpects of Imaginary War, 
Your Martial Soul fees Hockfter's fatal Plain, 

Or fights the fam d Ramillia o'er again. 

But 1, in vain, theſe lofty Names rehearſe, “ 
Above the faint Attemps of humble Verſe, 
Which Garth ſhould in Immortal Strains deſign, 
Or Addiſon exalt, with Warmth Divine; 
A meaner Song my tender Voice requires, 
And fainter Lays confeſs the fainter Fires, 
By Nature fitted for an humble Theme, 
A painted Proſpect, or a murm' ring Stream, 
To tune a Vulgar Note, in Echo's Praile, 
Whilſt Echo's ſelf reſounds the flatt'ring Lays, 
Or whilſt I tell ho. Myra's Charms ſurprize, | 
Paint Roſes on her Cheeks, and Suns within her Eyes. 

O did proportion'd Height to me belong, 
Great ANNA's Name ſhould Grace th' ambitious Song, 
Illuſtrious Dames ſhould round their QUE EN reſort, 
And LONSDALE's MOTHER crown the ſplendid Court, 


Her Noble SON thould boaſt no Vulgar Place, 
But ſhare the Ancient Honours of his Race, 
Whilſt each Fair DAUGHTER's Face and Conqu'ring Eyes, 
To Venus only ſhou'd ſubmit the Prize. 
O matchleſs Beauties! More than Heav'nly Fair, 
Your Looks reſiſtleſs, and Divine your Air, 
Let your bright Eyes their bounteous Beams diffuſe, 
And no fond Bard ſhall ask an uſeleſs Muſe, 
Their kindling Rays excite a nobler Fire, 
Give Beauty to the Song, and Mulick to the Lyre. 

This Charming Theme I ever cou'd purſue, 
And think the Inſpiration ever new, 
Did not the God my wand'ring Pen reſtrain, 
And bring me to his Oxford back again. 

© Oxford, the Goddeſs Muſe's Native home, 
Inſpir d like Athens, and adorn'd like Rome ! 
Had'ſt thou, of old, been Learning's fam'd Retreat, 
And Pagan Mules choſe thy lovely Seat, 
O, how unbounded had their Fiction been! 
What fancy'd Viſions had adorn'd the Scenef? i 
Upon each Hill a Sylvan Pan had ſtood, ö | 
And ev'ry Thicket boaſted of a God, TY 4. 
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Fahre had fmisk'd, in ach poetick Grove, 

And not a Stream, vithout its Nymphs, could move, 
Each Summit had the Train of Mufes ſhe w'd, 
And Hippocrene in ev ry Fountain flow d, 
The Tales, adorn'd vith each Poetick Grace, 
Had look ' d almoſt as Charming, as the Place. 

Ev'n now we hear the World, with Tranſports, own 

Thoſe Fictions by more wond'rous Truths out- done; 
Here pure Euſebia keeps her Holy Sear, 

And Themis ſmiles, from Heav'n, on this Retreats! 
Our chaſter Graces own refin'd Deſires, WE 
And all our Muſes burn with Val Fires, 

Whilſt Guardian Angels our Apollo ftand, 

Scatt ting rich Favours with a bounteous Hand, 

To bleſs the happy Air, and ſanctifie the Land. 

O plealing Shades! O eyer-green Retreats! 

Le learned Grottoes! and ye ſacred Sears! | 

Never may you Politer Arts refuſe, 

Bur entertain, in Peace, the baſhful Muſe, 

So may. you be kind Heay'n's diſtinguiſh d Care, 
And may your Fame be Laſting, as tis Fair. 

Let greater Bards on fam d Parnaſſus dream, 

Or taſte th inſpiring Heliconian Stream, 

Vet whilſt our Oxford is the Bleſs d Abode 

Of ev'ry Muſe, and ev'ry tuneful God, 

Parnaſſus owns its Honours far out-done, 

And Tfis boaſts more Bards than Helicon. 

A Thouſand Bleſlings I to Oxford owe, 

But You, My LORD, ch' inſpiring Muſe beſtow, 
Grac'd with your Name, th' unpoliſh'd Poem ſhines, 
Lou Guard its Faults, and r re the Lines. 

O might you, here, meet my deſiring Eyes, 

My drooping Song, to nobler Heights, ene riſe, 

Or might I come to breathe your Northern Air, 

Vet ſhould I find an equal Pleaſure there, 
Your Preſence vould the hatſher Climate ſooth, 

Huſh ev'ry Wind, and ev'ry Mountain ſmooth, HY 
Would bid the Groves, in ſpringing Pomp, ariſe, 

And open Charming Viſta's to rs Eyes, 


* 


* 


Would make my trifling Verſe be heard around, 641d OY 
And ſportive Echo play the empty Sound, | 


With you I ſhould a better Phæbus find, 
And q own, in YOU. alone, the Charms of OXFORD 21 
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